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THE BLACK SUN 


In a faraway place... in a land with no moon. Only a star. 


The world is varied. Diverse, complex beings go through life 
without vision. The ability of permanent sight is a 

legend passed on and nothing beyond a myth. An ability too 
abstract to be understood. All these beings ever know is an 
infinite impermeable white, processed across their sensory 
organs. That is until the moment of the BLACK SUN. 


The days are dark and long. A rotation on this world is about 
86 hours on Earth. Intense chills and winds ravage the 
surface. The BLACK SUN approaches. 


A supermassive floating sphere hovers above the world. 
Thick, black tendrils squirm and radiate from its surface. 
The star is completely black. The darkness it emanates gives 
definition to the pure white around them. The BLACK SUN 
arrives. 


They are witnessing the BLACK SUN. Everything begins to 
form a surface and shape. The black against white creates a 
clarity only briefly witnessed. Every eye opens. For 20 
minutes alone, the BLACK SUN appears. For those 20 
minutes, these beings are blessed with the ability of sight. 
Every being on the planet swarms to the northern pole. The 
ceremony is beginning. 


“Throughout eternity, generations live and die by the BLACK 
SUN”, babbles the crowd in sacred language. Looking 
downward, a circle of 30,000 beings are positioned on the 
ground. All kneel, chant and pray to the divine star. 

“All falls under the BLACK SUN, the DARKEST STAR” 


The sphere that lies above them unites all. There is devotion 
to the sphere that gives them sight, that gives brief meaning 
to the world around them. 


20 minutes pass. The dark star drifts away, sinking below 
the horizon. The clarity of the world around them begins to 
fade. What was bathed in contrast and light is now grainy 
and deteriorating. 30,000 beings disperse in every imaginable 
direction. Everyone's sight has reverted to what it always was. 
Nothing. 
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# ANMNS&&RAMrAN 


For about 4 months, I gained insight into 
the world of lucid dreaming. 


I went with my family to Aruba in June. 
It's a nice island and it’s hot as fuck there. 
The island isn’t that large but there's 
enough to do if you look around. I had 
enough free time to drink everyday. 


I dont drink heavily nor frequently. But 
for some reason, every night after a few 
beers and some reading, I'd have the most 
intensely detailed dreams. The memories I 
retained were potent and I could recall so 
much information. 


It happened every night I was there, yet I 
couldnt understand it. My best guess is a 
combination of alcohol, new sleeping 
environment, no THC and the media I 
was consuming. I was reading an comic 
autobiography of the French artist 
Moebius, examining his psyche through 
his constructed dream realm. The ideas 
and themes of the story definitely could’ve 
factored into the dreams I was 
remembering. It could also be 
completely unrelated. I wrote down and 
sketched every dream I had in the 
morning after. By the time I got home, I 
knew I had to continue what I started. 


The first time I lucid dreamed 


When I got home I went all in on lucid 
dreaming. The possibility of controlling 
and maintaining awareness of insane 
dreams was too captivating. I thought 
lucid dreaming would prove difficult. It’s 
fairly easy, but there's hella terminology 
and information on the subject. Through 
Youtube, I found tutorials on lucid 
dreaming. From that point, I was equipped 


with all the techniques necessary to lucid 
dream. Within days of consistent journaling 
and practicing techniques, I had my first 
lucid dream (that I can remember). As soon 
as I woke up, I wrote down everything I 
could recall. 


6/23/24 

I was in this gargantuan European art 
museum. I gazed upon statues, 
architectural marvels and flourishes on 
every pole and post. I think I pissed 
someone off and was running down a 
masterfully built flight of stairs. I was 
gripping on the rails as I descended a deep 
sequence of steps. I went downstairs and 
sat down on a bench, pondering the idea of 
lucidity. 


I was in the driveway of my house. It was 
daytime and I was standing on the 

concrete. I remember looking down the 
driveway, glancing at my watch and realizing 
that I was lucid. I heard the thought in my 
head and something unlocked in my mind. 
Suddenly as I began to walk, it felt like the 
physics of reality became floatier. It 
definitely wasn't zero-gravity or crazy 
floatiness, but I hovered to take every step. I 
kept walking down the driveway and headed 
for one of my neighbor’s houses. They have a 
modern house, white, tall looming 
windows, solar panels. I saw a bunch of 
people chilling and drinking on the patio, 
but couldn't discern what they were saying. 

I had to keep telling myself I was lucid 
because I feared I could forget at any 
moment. I slid the door and walked inside 
the house. It felt so strange seeing the house's 
structure formed by fragments of my 
memory. I hadn't been in that place in years. 


EI 


It's the closest we can get to time travel I think. To 
see past people and places that only exist in the 
peripheral of our memory. 


Other parts of this dream were less lucid. These 


It looked straight out of a cyberpunk film. The 
train was northbound and empty. I wanted some 
pizza at my house. I reached for a cell phone in my 
pocket and asked someone to bring pizza home. I 
had no clue who I was calling or how theyd 


sections are more vaguely remembered. I was sitting actually fufill my request, but through my belief I 


in a motel with my family, not doing much. I was 
bathed in dim yellow lighting from cheap lamps. I 
also remember sitting in a room with other lucid 
dreamers, talking about what we were planning to 
do. It was like a temporary respite from the cerebral 
experience that is lucid dreaming. 


I remember walking through my old neighborhood, 
looking for something my mom had lost. I don't 
know what it was, but everyone I was surrounded 
with was intent on finding it too. 


I was on a train in NYC. The dark city was 
illuminated with neon blue lights and pouring rain. 


could will it into existence. The power of dreaming 
lies in the fact that your expectations of the dream 
influence the dream. I was looking outside the 
window at the gritty apocalypse I was travelling 
through. I could faintly hear a Denzel Curry song 
in the background. ‘The train kept going and I woke 


up. 


Lucid dreaming terminology remember and intently visualize becoming lucid 
in that dream. If your intention to become lucid is 

The lucid dreaming community is bigger than I strong enough, that intention will bleed into your 

could've imagined. They’re still pretty small, but it’s dream and you will lucid dream. 

a group large and connnected enough to have their 

own shared terminology. I made a list of some of | WILD: Wake induced lucid dream. This technique 


the most popular lucid dreaming terms/ allows you to enter a dream completely lucid. There 
techniques. If you read these and follow the is no realization mid-dream required. You do the 
instructions, you should be a lucid dreaming God __ technique by focusing intensely on one thing (your 
in no time. breath, the ceiling fan, etc.) while falling asleep, 


without letting it keep you awake. Upon entering the 
LD: Lucid dream. This is the state of being aware — dream, you'll remember what you were just doing 


youre dreaming, and therefore being able to and realize youre not in the dream anymore. It’s 
control what happens in your dream. People say better than MILD because you don't waste any time 
they're going to LD or that they're LD’ing. trying to figure out if you're lucid. The downside is 


it’s way harder to execute. 
MILD: Mnemonic induced lucid dream. This is 
a lucid dreaming technique, often considered to RC: Reality check. Reality checking entails doing 


be the best and easiest one. The technique relies some shit in real life that proves youre in the real 
on prospective memory, or having the memory to — world. If you do the reality check in a dream, 

plan and execute something in the future. You're something will be off with it. If you're smart enough 
essentially setting a strong reminder for yourself to and have the awareness to notice that something is 
become lucid when you enter a dream. This off, you will come to the realization that you're 
reminder can be a phrase, sentence or even just dreaming. A really common technique is looking 
one word. The phrase I use is “Remember to down at your hands and counting your fingers. In a 


Realize”. Additionally, you recall the last dream you lucid dream, your fingers might look fucked up. 
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A sketch I did after a dream involving me and a few friends. The artstyle and writing is reminiscent of 
Art Spieglman / Prisoner on the Hell Planet era. I spelled attic wrong in the image so I have no other 
choice but to kill myself :( 


The “reality check” I’ve done is ask myself a 
question. “Where was I five minutes ago?” It’s really 
easy to answer when you actually were somewhere, 
in a tangible environment. When you can't think of 
the answer, you're dreaming or you might just be 
regarded. 


WBTB: Wake back to bed. This is more of an 
auxiliary technique. You pair it with other techniques 
to boost the chances you'll have a lucid dream. All 
you do is set an alarm for 4-6 hours after you fall 
asleep. You stay up for about 10 minutes, maybe 
drink some water. Visualize becoming lucid in the 
dream, and then either do the steps in WILD or 
MILD. The technique works because you're 
reinforcing dream awareness in the peak of REM 
sleep. I don't do this one. 


REM: Rapid eye movement. It’s some science-y shit 
but to give the gist it’s a very critical sleep stage. It’s 
the sleep stage where the most dreaming occurs. Blue 
light, beers, bowls and certain medications will fuck 
with your REM. You'll probably still dream but you'll 
forget most of them. If you temporarily cease one of 
these activities after consistent use, you end up 
having crazier dreams for a few days. That’s because 
your brain is catching up on all the suppressed REM 
sleep you missed out on. 


Dreamjournal: Dreamjournaling is when you write 
down the contents of your dreams after they occur. 
This is the single most important thing you can do 
to actually have lucid dreams. You can become lucid 
just off dreamjournaling alone. Whenever you wake 
up, write down everything you remember about 
your dream. If you didn’t remember anything, write 
down that you didn’t remember anything. The goal is 
building up dream recall, and the ability to 
recognize dreams and distinguish it from reality. 
Drawing/sketching dreams works just as well. 


An interview with TIGER123 


TIGER123 is a YouTuber who I encountered my 
first week of learning lucid dreaming. His content 
includes discussions about lucid dreaming, 
tutorials, techniques as well as exploring adjacent 
mental abilities (such as astral projection and 
forced hallucination but I’m not convinced). The 
editing is minimal and nonexistent in most 
videos. Most video thumbnails have a mixture of 
a space background, Ty Dolla $ign, Dr 
Manhattan, Pepe the frog and a couple of wojaks. 
He has his own lucid dreaming app and a Discord 
server. He was the first lucid dreaming channel I 
discovered and the only one I bother watching. 


I quickly found his laid-back and personal style 
of storytelling to be very intriguing. Recently, I 
contacted him through Discord and asked if I 
could interview him for the story. All responses 
are completely unaltered save for some minor 
grammatical stuff. 


Me: When was the first time you lucid dreamt 
and how did it feel? 


TIGER123: My first lucid dream was when I was 
four. For some reason I can’t remember, I wanted 
to know if you needed to breathe in a dream, or 
something along those lines. So when I realized 

I was dreaming, I just took a single breath and 
woke up. Really, it just felt like I had just had a 
glimpse of freedom, I now knew it was possible to 
go to a world where I could do anything I wanted, 
so it made me happy. It was cool as hell knowing I 
was inside my own mind. 


Me: Why do you think there's a huge 
misconception that lucid dreaming is difficult to 
learn? 

Because there's an overwhelming amount of 


information on how to lucid dream, so many 
different techniques, so much 


terminology it seems you have to learn, because of all 
this people make the mistake of overcomplicating it. 
It's also a really new area of research, so there's lots of 
misconceptions floating around, lots of confusion, it’s 
all just too much. This is why I try to simplify it, cut 
out all the excess crap you don't even need to know 
about if you just want lucid dreams quickly. 


Me: What do people you know personally think of 
your channel? Do they know about it to begin with? 


TIGER123: They're all really supportive, most people 
I know know that I have a channel. Even if they don't 
care about dreams or other stuff I talk about, they're 
still cool with it. Maybe because I’ve never gone 
outside much, so they can see what I’m up to on 
there lol. 


Me: I noticed most of your thumbnails have some 
combination of Ty Dolla $ign, Dr Manhattan, Pepe, 
wojaks and other internet culture symbols. How did 
you come up with this style of thumbnails? 


TIGER123: Firstly, I realized everyone was making 
mostly the same style of thumbnails, so I wanted to 
stand out early and make my own style. I want people 
to know it’s a video from me just from the thumbnail. 
Secondly, I am utter trash at making thumbnails lol, 
but I still wanted people to click, so I figured I would 
try and at least make them funny and different to 
compensate for my bad design skills. Sometimes I 

be laughing at my own thumbnails so bad not even 


How To Win Dream Fights lol 
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How to be good at fighting in 
dreams 


4.2K views * 2 months ago 


dead things in the wood's., 


3.2K views * 4 months ago 


gonna lie, so that’s all I'm looking for. IfI find it 
good to look at then others like me probably will 
too. 


Me: What/who inspired you to start a Youtube 
channel? 


TIGER123: I was always getting the same lucid 
dreaming questions asked to me online, so I 
thought it would be best to just make some 
simple tutorials to send to people. Also, I 
wanted to make videos that felt like I was having 
a conversation with the viewer instead of just 
speaking to a camera, I thought this would help 
people who were going thru some stuff, maybe 
I could make them laugh. I just make what I 
would have wanted to watch when I was 12 and 
researching dreams and these other subjects, 
because there wasn't really anyone I could relate 
to on youtube in that space. 


Me: Are there any LD techniques you're working 
on improving right now? 


TIGER123: Not really. ’'m not tryharding lucid 
dreaming as much as I used to, my mind is filled 
up with a lot of other things that makes it hard 
to focus as much as I want on lucid dreaming. 
And for me, the most important thing is 
improving how much control I have in a dream. 
I’m cool with all the lucid dreaming techniques, 
I think I've mastered them pretty well, but I’m 


Examples of video titles and 
thumbnails. Other content 
not depicted here includes 
tier lists, knowledge icebergs, 
technique tutorials, life 
stories and in rare cases, film- 
ing outside 


still working on becoming a God (in my dreams). 
That’s what I’m working on improving most. 


Aftermath /'The Wake Up 


In the past 2 months, I haven't lucid dreamed as 
much. I still dreamjournal and write what I can 
remember when I wake up, but my schedule and 
priorities are different. When this is published and 
I’m not working nor studying, I'll have plenty more 
time to sleep and tryhard lucid dreaming. Whether 
or not I go back to lucid dreaming, I'll remember it 
for what it was: 4 months of knowledge, journeying 
through the mind and interacting with a subculture 
completely unknown to the mainstream. 
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WITH VARIOUS TASKS! 


OUR BRAINS ALLOW 

US TO OO ANY CALCULATION, 
TRANSLATE S174 LANGUAGES 
AND GIVE DETAILED 
ENVIRONMENTAL INFORMATION 
ANYWHERE. 


I’M SORRY “AX”, BUT MY 
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PERFORMS ALL 

THESE FUNCTIONS, 

I’M AFRAIO YOU HAVE 
NO ROLE HERE. 


I TRAINED FOR THIS. 
TRAINED TO 
BE YOUR TIMEKEEPER. 
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I’ve heard 3 remixes of his song before I even knew who 
he was. 


In the late 2010s, I would search for ambient music that I 
could play in the background. I did this a lot in the 
computer rooms at my school or at camp because I could 
tune out all external noise. I compiled dozens of 
fan-made mixtapes with VGM, jazz, DnB and lofi. A few 
of these compilations sampled a strangely entrancing 
song. It had a strong lead of saxophones and a deep bass 
that slithered through the track. 


It was another night on youtube and I stumbled across 
another mixtape. All it read was “japanese jazz when 
driving on a warm night”. It had a red canvas with a few 
track names and an old photo. There's some silhouettes of 
trees, a dark blue sky and a dim red sun, bleeding off at 
the bottom. I was transposed to another world, to a time 
and place I could never truly experience. Maybe the photo 
was someone's life in the summer of 82. Driving up old 
mountain roads under a warm sunrise. The first song on 
that playlist was called “Breeze” and it was performed by 
Jiro Inagaki. 


Jiro Inagaki was born in 1933 in Tokyo, Japan. As he 
recalled in an interview months before his death, a 1969 
trip to the United States profoundly influenced his music 
and style. From that point forward, his wardrobe and 
catalogue reflected rock ’r’ roll culture. While he was 
primarily a saxophonist, he was also a composer and 
producer. He even collaborated with American musicians 
in the jazz scene, such as Steve Marcus. 


He died earlier this year. Here's 4 albums of his I reviewed 
as a tribute. 


SOMETHING... 


Head Rock - 1970 Something - 1971 
Album art: A+ Album art: B+ 
Tracklist: B+ Tracklist: B 
This is the first Jiro + Soul Media album and the This is a collaboration with American musician 
rock influence is prominent (if you didn't read Steve Marcus. Compared to his other albums, 
the album name). Idk how they made that album there's less songs and the songs are longer (2 of 
art back then, maybe with darkoom photography the 4 tracks exceed 10 minutes). The songs require 
experiments, but it looks sick. Some of the tracks patience and as such, I don't usually revisit them. 
werent that captivating but the ones I like have “Fairy Rings” is a banger. 


really stuck in my rotation. 


Rough & Elegance 


JRO INAGAKI./Grond Spaceship Orch 


Rough & Elegance - 1972 Funky Stuff - 1975 
Album art: A Album art: A+ 
Tracklist: B Tracklist: A 
I liked this album, but not as much as the Classic album. I’ve listened to this one 4+ years 
others. The cover is iconic and captures some of and still revisit tracks. “Breeze” and “Gentle Wave” 
the early style of the 70s. Many tracks feel like are my favorites. The accompanying album art has a 
they’re part of a movie soundtrack, in the sense simple but really mesmerizing style. Not every song 
that they sound like background music. There's is equal but they’re all worth many listens. This is 
also tracks that feel very focused and powerful. It the last released Soul Media album as such, it’s one 
has a sick cover of “A Horse with No Name”. of the most polished. 
oe 
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My name is Scott. I’m 29 years old. 


I dont really know what I hope to achieve by 
writing this. There’s a memory, a dream or a 
hallucination that weighs heavy on my mind. I 
couldnt say which one it is. It's so long ago, but 
it’s almost as if I can still see and hear the things 
I sensed. My recollection of the event has been 
dormant for a decade. Last night, the memory 
reanimated and flashed back into my head. I don't 
know why it decided to reappear now. It feels as 
though the event itself has agency. This could be 
the last time I'll be able to remember it. I hoped 
that if I could write it down, I could at least have 
proof of the experience. Now I have the story on 
a medium not susceptible to the distortions of 
memory. 


I’ve lived on the west coast my whole life, and been 
in construction for 9 years. Days bleed into the 
next and the months pass and flow like 

liquid. I tried going to bed a few nights ago. When 
I shut my eyes, I could only see pink. Pink and 
then yellow. Bright flashes like a screensaver 
dancing across the black canvas of vision. I saw it 
and my mind started to pulsate. When I saw these 
colors, I felt a strange sensation. I witnessed the 
little rays of pink and yellow continue to dance. 
There was this uncanny familiarity that I couldn't 
quite put into words. Whenever Id open my eyes 
to close them again, they appeared. The colors 

_ faded as I drifted into slumber. 

When I went back to sleep the next night, I saw 
the same colors. _ 


rr 


The pink and yellow refused to cease. The familiarity 


was palpable but I summed it up to chance. I slept it 
off. 


Yesterday was the same exact day, with a different 
meal and different small talk. I went to bed and I 
saw the yellow and pink. I accepted those colors for 
the time being. I squinted harder. The yellow and 
pink started moving slower. They shifted toward the 
center of my vision. I could see the flashes aligning 
themselves, forming a vertical beam. It was a pink 
beam, with dots of yellow moving through it. All I 
could see were these yellow orbs, swimming upward 
through the pink channel. I began to sweat and my 
eyes opened rapidly. It was at that point that I knew 
exactly what I was seeing. I could remember 
everything. This is the story of a pyramid I saw 10 
years ago. If I forget it all, these words are all that 
shall remain. 


When I was 19, I felt like a fuckup. I went to a decent 
high school and made the time I was there fairly 
worth it. I always had friends I hung out with. In 
those days it was watch a movie, drink some liquor 
and play soccer. An odd combination that worked 
for me and the 6 people I hung around. I never really 
had a true calling in life, so I took a gap year to find 
myself. That “finding myself” amounted to smoking 
weed, playing on my PS3 and being a delivery driver ia 
for the local pizza joint. t. What a productive and 
upstanding young man I was. 


Tt was the end of the week and I was delivering the 


last order of the night. I remember driving on the 


aie] 


freeway and cruising on the road. The California sky was 
always a dark blue and I loved the late night drives. Id 
roll down the windows, listen to something ambient and 
imagine I was Ryan Gosling in “Drive” or some shit. I 
can still remember my hands gripping the wheel, the car 
shaking a little from age and wear. The blue paint of my 
2009 Altima was losing its vibrance and was peeling away 
throughout the car. The pizza box was sitting on the 
passenger seat, but something seemed off. It was a pristine 
white all over. Id never seen a pizza box not browned on 
the edges from the grease. 


I felt tired as I continued on the freeway. What was 
supposedly a 15 minute drive felt like 3 hours. The music I 
was listening to became repetitive and the melodies 
appeared artificial. I have no other way to describe it other 
than detachment. Questions of my life's direction, my 
personal failings and my self-hatred began to swirl within 
me. I can’t remember much of the drive but I do 
remember a strange inner-grayness. I felt the grayness 
deep in my body and I felt it scatter to every corner of my 
being. I began to see loose sand through the windshield. 
The road was clear, but there was no longer a city or road 
lights. There wasn't even a single soul on the road but me. 
My foot remained on the gas pedal, losing all focus on the 
order I had to deliver. 
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More sand began to appear on the road. My hands 
started to feel numb and my grip on the wheel 
started to relax. I didn't feel connected to the 
music at all. Some parts of the road were scattered 
with sand. I couldn't always see the road but 
nobody was there. I kept driving. 


I reached a point where I couldn't see the road 
anymore. It was all sand. My traction was weak 
and I could feel the car struggling. I can’t recall 
exactly when it happened but the clock and GPS 
from the car faded from the screen. There was no 
concrete or medians to define the rules of t 
ransportation anymore. I was in the desert. 


My eyes were heavy and I was delirious. I grabbed 
a water bottle from my car door and twisted the 
keys out the ignition. My door cracked open and 

I stumbled out into the sand. I had no idea how 
my car made it here. I could remember driving on 
the freeway, then in some sand, then right into the 
desert. I was surrounded by dunes, shrouded in 
the Californian night. It must have been 11:30 but 
how the fuck could I know. I didn't even bother to 
call my boss about the pizza because thered be no 
range. Why wasnt I scared? How the hell did I end 
up here? I pressed my face against my window. The 
pizza box remained. I yanked the door open and 
grabbed the box out. 


It was really warm out. I felt a nice breeze flow 
through my hair and my fingertips. I felt as though 
the breeze was cleansing away not my physical 
body, but the layers underneath. My eyes darted 
around and caught wind of little squiggles. They 
moved around and jumped about, mimicking the 
squiggles you see when you look near the sun. 
They came only in pink and yellow. I was 
mesmerized by them and reached out to grab one. 
I couldn't hold onto anything. Massive sand dunes, 
for miles, sprawled in front of me. I looked to my 

- right to see something truly mind-warping: A 
beacon of intense pink light, shooting up as high — 


as one could see. Yellow dots and textures climbed 
up the beacon like a conveyor belt to heaven. My 
mind accepted it as if this was the nature of reality. 
Maybe I had not achieved lucidity at the time. But 
there was no way this could be a dream. Only 
minutes ago I was driving on the road to deliver a 
pizza, a mere 20 minute drive. 


I began to walk up a dune, seeking to find the source 
of the beacon. My sneakers sifted through the coarse 
grains and I exerted full force to fight gravity. I could 
hear the slow rustling of the sand as it fell below. The 
pink light imbued a strange energy within me. 


My muscles began to relax and reset. The shame in 
my life didn’t feel so heavy. The warmth of the desert 
made me feel connected to the sand. I was at the top 
of the dune. I tilted my head downward to observe 
where the beacon emanated from. 


It was a pyramid. It looked impossibly far away, but I 
knew it was large. It looked as though it were liquid, 
the surface constantly changing and flowing. Inside 
the pyramid rested more pyramids, packed smaller 
and smaller like a nesting doll. It had a glow that 
would sway back and forth, independent of the 
pyramid. It was almost as if the pyramid’s light was 
an autonomous entity separable from the pyramid 
itself. 


At the top of the pyramid was an opening, with few 
visible cracks by the margins. Pulsing out of this 
opening was the beacon, the magnificent pink racing 
upwards to infinity. The squiggles were more 
concentrated and they scattered outward, moving 
quickly. 


I started to run down the dune, stabilizing the box 
with each step. My hands moved around the box 
to resist it slipping away. I slid my feet through the 
sand, trying to move quickly. I could hear the subtle 


sounds of the sand being lifted up and fading back 


into the desert floor. Faint melodies oozed from the 


Ell 


pyramid. My nose and eyes touched the squiggles, 
but I could not interact with them further. I felt so 
close. It felt so large, the pink and yellow beam 
glowing brighter. I could see every smaller pyramid 
within the pyramid in much closer detail. The sky 
was completely black, and it was silent save for the 
sand and the strange music. I had never heard any 
music like it. It transcended every genre, sense of 
rhythm or style. I used to import records from all 
over the world. How other countries interpreted 
sound fascinated me. But of every sample and song 
I heard, of every instrumental I had spun, there was 
something about this that felt inhuman. It sounded 
divine. 


I felt like I was getting closer to the pyramid, but I 
wasnt sure. The pyramid seemed to stretch out and 
warp, deforming and reforming in an unchanging 
rhythm. The trailing colors and squiggles grew more 
vibrant. The beacon’s light changed to shades of pink 
that seemingly couldn't exist on the color spectrum. 
The orbs turned to shades of yellow that couldn't 
exist normally. I could hear voices in the melodies. 
The music was so loud, but it almost faded into the 
background. It became one with the environment. I 
was in the domain of this pyramid, whether I liked it 
or not. 


Whenever I took a step, I could see an afterimage of 
me in that step. It was a warbling pink and yellow 
variant of Scott, frozen in time. I turned my neck to 
look back. There were thousands of afterimages of 
me, spanning miles. Miles that I didn’t even know I 
walked. I refused to stop. The music grew louder and 
the squiggles became denser as I continued to walk. 


I remember being right in front of the pyramid. 
Any fear or doubt I had was extinguished from my 
_ body. I was washed over with peace. The music was" 
surrounding my entire being and the squiggles were 
dancing around me. In front of the pyramid lay a 


rectangular carving, etched deep into the structure. I | 


_ stood there, The rectangle slid into the pyramid, 


disappearing into an abyss of darkness. Sounds 
of sand shifting echoed through the walls of the 
abyss. 


A figure emerged from the pyramid. They took a 
few strides out of the abyss, all of their limbs 
dangling loosely. They were made of tangles of 
the yellow and pink light that formed the desert. 
The illumination they radiated was too intense. 
My eyes lowered until I could barely see. I felt my 
hands begin to shake. I looked to the box in my 
hand, realizing that it was the rumbling of the box 
that made my hands quiver. I threw my hands 
forward, presenting the pizza box out to them. 
The tangles that formed them flung out, latching 
onto the box. I saw the limbs envelope the box 
until it was no longer visible. The tangles 
consumed the box, absorbing it completely. 
“Thank you’, they said. The tangles started to dim. 
I was watching the being of light dissolve before 
my eyes. The pink and yellow matter 

dissipated, leaving no trace of whatever took the 
box. A wave of light flashed all around the desert, 
as if the exposure had increased tenfold. I could 
hear a pitch rise sharply. The light was all around 
me. It was all white. I don’t remember anything 
else from that night. 


All I can remember next is waking up in bed, 
wearing the night before’s clothes. I got up to look 
at my car through the window, idle in the 
driveway. The blue paint looked brand new and 
there was not a trace of sand anywhere on the car. 
Who knows what happened. All I know is I got 
up, went back in the car and life went on. 
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